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LETTER FROM THE REDDITOR 



"As always, everything featured is some of the best reddit has to 
offer, and our goal is to take the content further. This Halloween, 
we take you on a journey beyond." 



Welcome to the fourth issue of The 
Redditor! As you can already tell by the 
cover, it's a special one. To celebrate Hal- 
loween we've packed the pages with 
the darker side of reddit - interviews 
from those more familiar with the dead 
than the living, paranormal experi- 
ences, scary stories, and creepy photos. 

It's our largest issue yet with some 
fun twists along the way, but we didn't 
stop there - this month we've gone the 
extra mile to create some amazing origi- 
nal artwork and a great new layout. As 
always, everything featured is some of 
the best reddit has to offer, and our goal is 
to take the content further. This Hallow- 
een, we take you on a journey beyond. 

We would like to extend our thanks to 
the subscribers and everyone active on our 
subreddit at /r/theredditor. We couldn't be 



happier with the community's support of 
our efforts. The biggest challenge ahead 
is simply finding a way to share with ev- 
eryone, but each passing month proves 
we are finding an ever-growing audience. 
Last issue's release was our most down- 
loaded to date, gaining us another 1,000 
subscribers and much appreciated support 
from the reddit team. With so much posi- 
tive feedback and each issue getting better 
and better, we're more than excited to see 
where the potential of the project takes us. 

Remember that back issues are avail- 
able at theredditor.com, and you can sub- 
scribe to our subreddit at /r/theredditor. 
Please feel free to leave any thoughts, feed- 
back, and content suggestions for future is- 
sues. I want your skull, I need your skull. 

Happy Halloween. 
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ASKREDDIT 



YOUR FAVORITE WORD 

THAT MOST PEOPLE DON'T 
KNOW THE MEANING OF? 

ASKED BY DEADMAU5 



Tittle: 

It's the name for the 'dot' in the letter 'i.' 

-HAZZA270 

Blatherskite: 

A person who talks at great length without making 
much sense. 

- DORKCHESTRA 

Tintinnabulation: 

The sound of bells ringing. 

- SRRWB 

Tarantism: 

The urge to overcome melancholy by dancing. 

-KONTAN 

Floccinaucinihilipilifi cation: 

The act of describing something as unimportant. 

- THEDEVILSRHUBARB 

Foible: 

Weakness or faw. 

- MARCUSW882000 

Lugubrious: 

Gloomy, mournful. 

- SHITHAWK59 



Bemused: 

Not amused, confused. 

-SILASBROCK 

Mendacity: 

Lies and deception. 

- ANYANKA123 

Peripatetic: 

Traveling from place to place, especially working or based 
in various places for relatively short periods. 

-TAR AN DON 

Schadenfreude: 

Taking pleasure in others' misfortune. 

- ANONYBATE 

Crepuscule: 

The time between sunset and dark (twilight). 

- DESERTTRIPPER 

Sophistry: 

A method of argument that seems plausible but is actually 
misleading and fallacious. 

-KROSENEST 

Lexiphanic: 

To use pretentious words. 

-SOOKYE 



"Literally." 

- QUASIFRODO 



ASKREDDIT 



WHAT ARE YOUR 
FAVORITE QUOTES? 



ASKED BY WILL7 



"If you want to build a ship, don't drum up the men 
to gather wood, divide the work and give orders. In- 
stead, teach them to yearn for the vast and endless sea." 
-Antoine de Saint- Exupery 

DRCHAP 

"Never interrupt your enemy when he is making a mis- 
take." -Napoleon Bonaparte 

THEFLUXCAPACITOR 



"Do not attribute to malice what can easily be explained by 
stupidity." -Robert J. H anion 

VE2ZA 

"The reasonable man adapts himself to the world; the un- 
reasonable one persists in trying to adapt the world to him- 
self. Therefore all progress depends on the unreasonable 
man." -George Bernard Shaw 

NANSYPANSY 



"The trouble with the world is that the stupid are cocksure 
and the intelligent are full of doubt." -Bertrand Russell 

LOBSTEREO 

"Be kind, for everyone you meet is fighting a hard battle." 
-Plato 

FLOWER_FAIRY 

"Have I not destroyed my enemy when I have made him 
into my friend?" -Abraham Lincoln 

PREFLASH_GORDON 

"Hello, babies. Welcome to Earth. It's hot in the summer 
and cold in the winter. It's round and wet and crowded. At 
the outside, babies, you've got about a hundred years here. 
There's only one rule that I know of, babies — God damn it, 
you've got to be kind." -Kurt Vonnegut 

STUMP_HUGELARGE 

Supporter: 

'You're sure to get the vote of every thinking man!" 
Adlai Stevenson: 

"Thankyou, but I need a majority to win." 

IDEFIX24 

"We judge others by their actions, but we judge ourselves 
by our intentions" -Ian Percy 

PAC212 



"What came first, the 
"It iS 110 meaSUre music or the misery? 

of health to be People worry about 

kids playing with 

well-adjusted to guns, or watching 

a profoundly violent videos that 

* ' some sort of culture 

sick society" of violence will take 

them over. Nobody 

-JIDDU KRISHNAMURTI y 

worries about kids 

listening to thousands, literally thousands of songs about 
heartbreak, rejection, pain, misery and loss. Did I listen to 
pop music because I was miserable? Or was I miserable be- 
cause I listened to pop music?" -High Fidelity 

STLAURIER 

"In a closed society where everybody's guilty, the only 
crime is getting caught. In a world of thieves, the only final 
sin is stupidity." -Hunter S. Thompson 

REEVUS77 

"Every gun that is made, every warship launched, every 
rocket fired, signifies in the final sense a theft from those 
who hunger and are not fed, those who are cold and are 
not clothed." -Dwight D. Eisenhower 

ERICSCOTTF 

"There is a crack in everything. That's how the light gets in." 
-Leonard Cohen 

LUCIDVIVID 



AMA 



DO YOU GET BORED EASILY WHEN 
YOU PERFORM? 

I never get bored. There's always some- 
thing going on, people walking by, watching 
me, talking about me, taking pictures, drop- 
ping money in my tip jar. The streets are far 
too lively to be boring. Being watched with 
awe is, indeed, a lovely way to pass the time. 



WHAT ARE THE MOST POSITIVE AND 
MOST NEGATIVE REACTIONS YOU'VE 
EVER GOTTEN? 

Generally speaking, the most negative 
reactions are from people who only care 
about trying to make me break character. 
When the first thought that pops into some- 
one's head when they see a living statue 



is "I'm going to grab her ass and see if she 
moves!" There's really something depressing 
in that. 

The most positive reactions are usu- 
ally from small children, and occasionally 
young-at-heart adults. The ones who have 
that look in their eyes like they've complete- 
ly forgotten about the rest of the crowd and O 



all they can see is me, mesmerized by sim- 
ple silent beauty, by the magical statue that 
comes to life. 

The ones who cherish the kisses I blow 
to them, the little smiles and waves I give 
them, or the gentle touch of my hand to 
theirs. They get it. 

WHAT KINDS OF THINGS HAVE 
PEOPLE DONE TO MAKE YOU BREAK 
CHARACTER? (IS CHARACTER EVEN 
THE RIGHT WORD?) HAS IT EVER 
WORKED? 

People do all kinds of stupid things to 
get me to break character. Tell dirty jokes, 
dance ridiculously in front of me, mimic 
my poses right next to or in front of me, 
touch me, threaten to steal my tip jar... Only 
one person has ever really been successful 
in rattling me. At Waterfire, I was perform- 
ing on the corner of a raised garden, and 
this guy snuck up behind me and screamed 
right in my ear. 

That isn't cool at all. Unfortunately, he 
took off immediately after screaming at me 
and disappeared into the crowd. I would 
have loved to have him arrested for assault, 
which I could have done. 

If you wouldn't do it to someone 
walking down the street, don't do it to a 
street performer. 



ARE YOUR MUSCLES REALLY 
SORE AFTERWARDS? HOW DO 
YOU CONDITION YOUR BODY TO 
PERFORM? 

I do everything I can to prevent my 
muscles from getting tired or sore. Most im- 
portantly, I keep good posture in my lower 
back. I used to have a horrible habit of hol- 
lowing out my back and making myself de- 
bilitating sore, but thankfully I've stopped 
doing that and have not been sore at all 
post-performance in a couple years. Joints, 
however, are trickier to take care of. I have 
bad knees, and they have a tendency to 
lock up on me. I try to alternate between 
bending and straightening my legs in pos- 
es, which helps a lot. 

I don't do anything specific to condi- 
tion my body for living statuary. Plain old 
exercise bores me to tears. Any fitness I have 
comes from performing, riding horses, tribal 
fusion belly dance, long leisurely walks in 
parks. I simply maintain an active lifestyle, 
and I don't push myself beyond my limits. 

HAVE YOU EVER HAD A REALLY BAD 
ITCH, OR SNEEZE? WHAT DO YOU DO? 

I ignore itches completely. I try to re- 
press most sneezes and coughs, but some- 
times there's just no stopping them. 

I try to be discreet about it by waiting 



for an opportunity to move and covering 
my mouth with my hand or something. 

HOW DOES ONE PRACTICE THE ART 
FORM? I WOULD IMAGINE GOING 
OUT INTO PUBLIC SPACES BEFORE 
GAINING THE NECESSARY SKILLS 
WOULD BE PROBLEMATIC 

Some people say they practice in front 
of a mirror. I find that to be horrendously 
dull. I learned the art form and refined my 
skills on the street, starting in my small 
hometown where street performance did 
not exist, gradually moving on to busier ar- 
eas as I got better. It helps to have a natural 
ability to stand relatively still for long peri- 
ods of time. 

IS THIS WHAT YOU DO FOR A LIVING? 

Partially, yes. Most of my income is 
from street performance, and working as a 
professional performance artist. I also work 
with horses - training, feeding, cleaning 
stalls, basic injury/illness care, etc. 

DO YOU EVER MIND WHEN PEOPLE 
JUST WATCH/INTERACT WITH YOU 
BUT DON'T PAY? OR WHEN PEOPLE 
TAKE PICTURES OF YOU? 

I don't mind non-paying onlookers at 
all. I'm out there for the experience more O 




than the money. I do get a little annoyed 
with people who come up to pose for pho- 
tos with me then walk away without drop- 
ping anything in my tip jar. Or people who 
take multiple fash photos; if you're going 
to blind me by repeatedly fashing lights in 
my face, the least you can do it leave some 
change in my jar. 

HAVE YOU EVER BEEN TOLD 
SOMETHING SO FUNNY YOU 
COULDN'T KEEP A STRAIGHT FACE? 

A cop almost made me crack once. He 
slowly walked up next to me, looking all 
stern, leaned in and said "You remind me 
of my wife - stiff and silent." Then he casu- 
ally walked away without looking back. 
I wasn't expecting that at all and I had to 
stife a giggle. 

HOW DO YOUR FRIENDS AND 
PARENTS FEEL ABOUT THIS? 

My boyfriend and friends have always 
been extremely interested in and support- 
ive of my art. It works out really well for me, 
it means I almost always have volunteer 
bodyguards to hang out in the crowd and 
step in if I need them to. My parents, well, 
they would have preferred a college degree 
and a "real job", but that's just not who I am, 
and they've accepted that. Their attitudes 
definitely changed for the better after they 
finally came to see me perform at Waterfire. 
They saw that I have a talent for it, I can 
make money doing it, and it makes a lot of 
people happy. Before that, they pretty much 
just saw me as a glorified beggar. 

DOES IT HAVE AN IMPACT ON YOUR 
SOCIAL LIFE? 

It does impact my social life on occa- 
sion. My best opportunities are on week- 
ends, and my professional performance 
schedule is all over the place. It helps to have 
friends who have similarly weird schedules. 
When I started performing at nineteen years 
old, I had a very small group of friends and 
was a bundle of social anxiety in groups of 




strangers. Living statuary was unexpectedly 
helpful in easing my anxieties. 

My group of friends is still small and 
cozy, but I'm a thousand times more com- 
fortable chatting with total strangers now 
than I was seven years ago. It's hard to be shy 
when I have dozens of people approaching 
me, wanting to compliment/ask about what 
I'm doing. My art is a wonderful icebreaker. 

WHAT WAS YOUR FAVORITE 
INTERACTION? 

There was a little boy, as tall as my tip 
jar and just old enough to be able to walk 
independently, staring with the slight- 
est hint of awe in his eyes. I knelt down 
and extended my hand. He ran to his fa- 



ther. I waited patiently. His father very 
gently encouraged him to approach me. 
There was no force, no pressure, only re- 
assurance. I watched the boy as he made 
his decision. Holding his father's hand, 
the anchor that would keep him safe, he 
stepped toward me. As he moved closer, 
he forgot all about his anchor, and put his 
little hand in mine. 

He and his slightly older sister were 
each given some money to put in my tip 
jar. Their faces lit up as I blew them kisses. 
Their father thanked me, quietly, sweet- 
ly, repeatedly. I want to extend my most 
heartfelt thanks to you, sir, for being the 
kind of person that helps make street per- 
formance the anchor for my soul. O 




TO FIGHT 
PIRACY 
MY BAND 

DEER 
TICK 

LEAKED A 
FAKE RAP 
ALBUM... 



IS IT GOOD? 

Yes, the rap album kicks ass. 

WERE YOU WORRIED WORD WOULD SPREAD THAT THE FAKE ALBUM IS BAD AND IT 
COULD AFFECT SALES OF THE REAL ALBUM? 

No, not really. We just thought it was a funny thing to do and knew that our fans would know 
that it wasn't real. A few people wrote us and seemed really confused like they thought it was real. 
Apparently Casey Kasem was really disappointed. 

HOW WILL THIS RAP ALBUM FIGHT PIRACY? WILL IT REDUCE THE NUMBER OF 
PEOPLE WHO ILLEGALLY DOWNLOAD THE REAL ALBUM WHEN IT IS RELEASED? 

No, it just pisses people off. We're not focused on stopping piracy. We just thought it'd be fun to 
mess with people by putting a fake leak of the album out there. I think our fans are good enough 
people to buy the records if they like them. 

WHAT IS YOUR STANCE ON PIRACY? 

We're such big fans of spiced rum and parrots, we're pretty into piracy. Q> 



PERMALINK 



SUBMITTED BY DEERTICKMUSIC 




SI/VE'RE SUCH 
BIG FANS OF 
SPICED RUM 
AND PARROTS... 
WE'RE PRETTY 
INTO PIRACY. 



■ 



I ACTUALLY CAME ACROSS YOUR 
BAND INITIALLY VIA "PIRACY" 
AFTER A FRIEND SUGGESTED I 
CHECK IT OUT. I'VE SINCE BOUGHT 
EVERY RECORD AND SEEN YOU 
PLAY A HANDFUL OF TIMES. WHAT 
DO YOU THINK OF DOWNLOADING 
FIRST AND SUPPORT LATER? 
We love fans like you. You have exactly 
the right idea. 

LETTERMAN HAS HAD YOU ON 
TWICE NOW. DID THEY APPROACH 
YOU BECAUSE THEY LIKE YOU SO 
MUCH, OR DO YOU HAVE TO REACH 
OUT TO THEM? AND WHAT IS IT LIKE 
DOING LETTERMAN? 
It's a little bit of both I guess. It's a blast. 
We love doing that show and the people there. You have to get up really early because they start 
at like 7am with sound check and stuff, but otherwise it's great. You sit in a room on the 6th fbor 
for most of the day and eat food and crack jokes. Dave has been really nice to us both times we've 
been there, but he doesn't really hang around or anything. The house band hangs most of the day 
though and they're awesome guys. His horns section backed us on our most recent appearance. 

DO YOU THINK THAT MUSIC IS MORE POWERFUL TO THE ARTIST AS IT IS BEING 
CREATED AND PERFORMED, OR TO THE LISTENER AS ITS BEING RECEIVED AND 
INTERPRETED? 

That's a great question. Music has different meanings for different people; that's one of the 
great things about it. Sometimes a song I write can have a very different meaning to me than 
to a listener. But that doesn't make the song any less valuable as long as the listener is taking 
something meaningful from it. 
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WHO ARE SOME OF YOUR MUSIC INSPIRATIONS? WHAT BANDS DO YOU GUYS 
LISTEN TO? 

The list is too long.. Some of our favorite bands/artists right now are: Virgin Forest, Dead People, 
Guards, Atlantic Thrills, Liz Isenberg, The Shivers, The Novaks, Garland Jeffreys. 

YOU HAVE FOUR ALBUMS - WHY HAVE YOU NEVER MADE A MUSIC VIDEO? 

Music videos are kind of stupid. I don't know... I just think they're stupid. But, we actually did just 
made one. We felt now was the right time to make one because we could do it our own way. Our 
friend Colin directed it and there are lots of explosions. Dennis caught on fire and I sprained my 
ankle. It was a lot of fun to make, and hell, maybe we'll make some more videos down the road. 

YOU HAD A SUCCESSFUL NIRVANA COVER BAND, DEERVANA, WHY DID YOU 
STOP? 

We didn't want Deervana to distract people from our original music. 

ANY PLANS FOR MORE DEERVANA SHOWS? 

No. The lead singer of Deervana shot himself. 



AMA 



YOUR VOICE IS UNLIKE ANYTHING ELSE I'VE HEARD. IS 
IT 100% YOU OR DID IT GET TO BE THAT WAY THROUGH 
TRAINI NG/ WH ISKEY/CIGARETTES? 

Yeah, I'm stuck with this voice, like it or not. 

"DIVINE PROVIDENCE" IS A PRETTY SIGNIFICANT 
DEPARTURE FROM YOUR LAST TWO ALBUMS. WHAT 
PROMPTED THE SHIFT IN STYLE? 

We really wanted our new album to sound and feel like our live 
shows. For a long time critics have described us with the words 
"folk" and "alt-country"... What they don't mention is that we play 
pretty much every style of music. The new record does a good job of 
capturing that. It's raw, loud, heartfelt, and completely uninterested 
in whatever the hell the rest of the music industry is up to. In our 
opinion, our new record is our usual style... it's just been articulated 
properly for this first time on record. We're really proud of it. 

DO YOU SEE YOURSELF AS MORE OF A TURKEY OR AN 
EAGLE? 

Teagle. It's delicious. 

HOW DO YOU GUYS FEEL ABOUT OBSESSED FANS? 
AWESOME OR CREEPY? 

It just depends on the level of obsession. We love our fans, but 
sometimes they can go a little overboard. One girl in Oregon tried to 
kill us once. There are a few folks who follow us around from show 
to show, which is fine, but sometimes they're creepy.... It really just 
comes down to common sense. Best way to show your love is to 
dance your asses off. 



HAVE ANY OF YOUR SONGS BEEN USED IN A MOVIE, TV 
SHOW, OR COMMERCIAL YET? IF SO, WAS THERE ANY 
HESITATION TO DO THAT? 

Yes, our music has been used in TV, films and commercials. We had 
a bunch of songs in the Farrelly Brothers movie "Hall Pass", which is 
cool because they're from Providence and they also let us stay at their 
house once. We're also in an upcoming Stella Artios commercial. 
We're not that precious about our music in that way. 

WHAT IS YOUR SONGWRITING PROCESS LIKE? 
COLLABORATIVE FROM THE GROUND UP OR DO 
DIFFERENT PEOPLE BRING IN DIFFERENT IDEAS? 

It really just depends... sometimes we bring completed songs into the 
studio, and other times we work together or we work with people 
outside of the band. Songs are created in a number of different ways. 

HOW DO YOU DECIDE WHO YOU PLAY WITH? I SEE YOUR 
LABEL-MATES WERE WITH YOU IN RALEIGH, BUT WHAT 
KINDS OF BANDS DO YOU PREFER TO TOUR WITH? 

At this point, given how long we've been touring, we really just want 
to tour with people who we respect musically and like as people. The 
bands opening for us on this tour fall under both categories. 

IF YOU DIED TOMORROW, WOULD YOU BE SATISFIED WITH 
WHAT YOU'VE ACCOMPLISHED MUSICALLY? 

No, not until Weird Al parodies one of our songs. O 





POLYGAMISTV 




SUBMITTED BY MUSTARDGREEN 





I am Hmong, an ethnic minority from Southeast Asia. My father and 
his four wives immigrated to the US after the Vietnam War, and I grew 
up in the Sacramento, CA area. My father has five wives and eighteen 
children total. My childhood was complicated. I was happy and had 
a happy disposition on the outside. There were times during my teen- 
age years where I hated my life and wanted to die, but looking back, 
isn't that normal for all teenagers? 

DID YOU LIVE IN A POLYGAMIST COMMUNITY 
IN SACRAMENTO OR DID YOU LIVE AMONGST 
MONOGAMISTS? 

We lived amongst normal Americans. When my family first moved 
to the US (I was born here), the whole family lived together in a small 
three-bedroom apartment. However, eventually each mother and 
their respective families moved into their own homes and my dad al- 
ternated spending nights with each wife. 

POLYGAMY IS ILLEGAL IN THE US. DID THIS CAUSE YOU 
OR YOUR FAMILY ANY PROBLEMS? 

No, as my father was only legally married to the first mother. Strangely 
enough though, his third wife was listed as his sister for immigration 
purposes and he was not listed on the birth certificate for her children. 

HOW IS YOUR RELATIONSHIP WITH YOUR BROTHERS AND 
SISTERS? DO YOU FEEL JUST AS CLOSE TO THOSE THAT 
WERE BORN TO A DIFFERENT MOTHER THAN YOURS? 

Definitely very complicated while growing up, but after my dad 
passed away, there was no longer that internal ache to win his ap- 
proval, to be his favorite child, family, etc. We are a lot closer to each 
other now as adults. Three of the wives remarried, my mom includ- 
ed. She's happier, but she also misses my dad and would welcome 
him back with all the con flcts that come along with being in a po- 
ly gamist relationship. 



EVERYTHING 
WAS SO 
COMPLICATED. 

HE LOVED 
FIRST MOTHER 
BECAUSE SHE 
WAS OLDER 
THAN THE 
REST, I GUESS 
SHE HAD BEEN 
LOYAL TO HIM. 



DO ANY OF YOUR 
BROTHERS HAVE 
MULTIPLE WIVES? 

One brother tried it. He 
was married once, di- 
vorced, and then remar- 
ried. During his second 
marriage he brought in a 
third wife and for a while 
was a polygamist. It didn't 
last very long. I think my 
father was so successful 
because aside from be- 
ing able to provide for his 
wives, he was also very 

patient and handled the eternal con flcts that come with being in 
a relationship with more than one female. 

DO YOU HAVE ANY FAMILY HISTORY OF INCEST? 

Me personally, no. My family, no and yes. No, in that there was 
nothing between parent/child, sibling/sibling. But my father al- 
ways encouraged my brothers to date those who were closely re- 
lated to us, even first cousins. My half-sister ended up marrying 
(and divorcing) a first cousin. 

DID YOU CALL THEM ALL SOME FORM OF MOM, OR DID 
YOU CALL THE ONES WHO WEREN'T BIOLOGICALLY 
RELATED TO YOU BY THEIR FIRST NAMES? 

The basic translation is that first wife is always "big mother" (the 
word big would imply authority, not size), second wife is always 
"middle mother" and any wives after that were called "smallest 
mother" or by their names, i.e. Mother Anna. O 



AMA 



DID ANY OF YOUR MOTHERS EXPRESS FEELINGS 
OF JEALOUSY? 

Nobody Nobody was explicitly jealous, but their actions were loud 
enough. Say for example, there were times when my mom would al- 
ways complain about one of the mothers, her cooking, the way she 
walks, etc. and when that particular mother would enter the room, 
my mother would make faces. There were a lot of complaints (though 
more privately) from the mothers to my dad about him loving one 
family more or one wife more. 

DID YOUR FATHER HAVE A "FAVORITE?" 

Everything was so complicated. He loved first mother because she was 
older than the rest, I guess she had been loyal to him. For example, he 
would allow her to pick out names for all of his children, including 
myself. There was a time when it seemed like his favorite was fourth 
mother, but that was because she was the youngest (in age.) He felt 
like he needed to keep watch on her and pay extra attention to her. 

HOW WAS SEX HANDLED IN THE FAMILY? DID THEY ALL 
SLEEP TOGETHER OR ONE AT A TIME? 

I have never seen my dad sleep with more than one of his wives at 
the same time. But who knows what happens behind closed doors. 
Though I can't imagine this happening, as all the mothers hate one 
another. 



WHEN YOU WERE GROWING UP DID ALL OF YOUR 
FATHER'S WIVES HAVE A PART IN RAISING YOU? OR 
WAS IT JUST YOUR BIOLOGICAL MOTHER? 

My biological mother was my primary mother, however we were 
to consider the other wives as mothers as well, and hold them 
in the same regard. I went through many periods where I hated 
certain ones and then stages when I depended on certain ones 
for many reasons. For example, I had a lot of animosity towards 
fourth mother during my pre-teens, but when I was finishing 
high school, I relied a lot on her for emotional support because 
she was more relaxed and supportive of the "American" ways of 
doing things, basically dating and going out. 

DO YOU FEEL LIKE YOU HAVE A MORPHED VIEW OF 
RELATIONSHIPS/MARRIAGE FROM THIS? 

I believe in monogamy. However, I also believe that if my hus- 
band were to ever stray, that does not mean he does not love me, 
or that he is a bad person. At the same time, I would be hurt, and 
depending on the circumstances (such as how often he cheated 
or how it happened), I would have to consider if I wanted to con- 
tinue a relationship with him. O 




WHEN CAN WE EXPECT GARDEN STATE 2? 

"This time it's personal"... Never. But don't worry, I'm gonna make 
more movies. 

WHA T DOES NATALIE PORTMAN SMELL LIKE? 

Like a beautiful Jewish Goddess. 

WHO WAS A BETTER KISSER: SARA CHALK OR 
NATALIE PORTMAN? I MUST KNOW. 

They were both wonderful. Both very pretty ladies. :) Kissing Natalie 
is the question I get asked most. But no judgements, I understand the 
curiosity. I am human. 

WHAT SONG DO YOU RECOMMEND I ROLLERBLADE TO? 

YMCA 

DO YOU REALLY DRINK APPLETINIS? 

No. I'm sorry. They do not make me feel fancy like JD. 

IS IT ANNOYING WHEN SOMEONE SEES YOU IN PUBLIC 
AND CALLS YOU JD? 

No. I am grateful and appreciative. People are 99.9% respectful. 

CAN I BE YOUR NEW PERSONAL ASSISTANT? I'LL WORK 
FOR CHEAP. 

How fast can you skin a squirrel? 

ANY CHANCE OF A RETURN TO TV IN A LEAD ROLE? 
YOU REALLY MADE SCRUBS WHAT IT IS. 

Thanks. Yes one day. I loveTV. The only downside at all totv TV, is 
that you sign a contract for 7 years that limits your life a smidge . 



DO YOU BROWSE REDDIT NORMALLY UNDER A 
DIFFERENT ACCOUNT? 

I just discovered it. I've been exporing a bit. I find it funny 
sometimes. Sometimes a bit mean for my taste. But there is 
plenty on here that has made me llaugh. 

DO YOU AND DNALD HAVE A REAL LIFE BROMANCE? 
I FEEL THAT LIFE WOULD BE WORTH LIVIN6 IF THIS 
WERE TRUE. 

He is mybest brown best friend. Josh Radin is my best white 
best friend. We are all going on vacation together soon. One of 
the reasons the show workd so well, is that and we really did 
becomme best frien ds with the exact same sense of hhhmurde r 
.osme of those advenres we took we to ok right from our lives 

HAVE YOU S TILL BEEN WRITI NG SCRIPST? 

Yes written s verals sinceg arden taste, btt 3 have fallen apart. 
I also hadto i enter to the realm of satan. welcome, s now that 
the sho. 0. ow/ w is ove r I hope to kill again, but I justt got this 
ool part in the prquel to """" iiiiii """ I m wrtng something here 
during my doi 1 1 1 wntim e he will decide who lives and dies 

WHEREDID "EAGLE!!!!!C"OME RFOM? 

Never in my78 wildst drains would I have imagined this 
wo\x\^fecoTtve so popular. I was once in tears6ing limb from 
limb Isra8vw ano in thg^red^nh^ere and this.beai£. 
angel of death ame *> MQSmt _ , ^iS^vuj ^\ 



it. Hne feV^»=- f 
command- de 






permalink ASKED BY JELQMASTER777 



I studied abroad in Italy my Junior year of col- 
lege and lived at this old castle. The students stayed in 
what is affectionately called "The Croft." Every night 
we would hear noises, like someone walking, but we 
would just assume it was the old wood creaking, or 
somebody going to use the restroom. One weekend the 
whole group, except myself and two others, decided to 
go to Milan for the weekend. 

One evening, as I lay in bed reading a book and 
waiting for my friend to get back from the library, I 
distinctly heard the sound of the croft door open and 
close. I then heard halting steps on the stairs; these 
were not subtle creaks, but obvious footsteps, so I as- 
sumed it was my friend or his girlfriend coming back, 
so of course thought nothing of it. Then the steps be- 
gan to sound closer and closer to my door, but I heard 
no voices and an unexpected chill crawled down my 
spine. I felt nervous, so I yelled, "Is that you, Dave?" 
The steps stopped outside my door, but again no one 
spoke. I was starting to become terrified, when I heard 
my friend and his girlfriend walking down the path 
outside. I stuck my head out my window and called 
out to them and asked who was in the croft? They re- 
plied that no one but me was in there. 

I didn't even hesitate; I jumped out my win- 
dow, and the moment I was out, I heard the door to 
my room slam open and what I can only describe as 
a whispered scream. I asked the Castle's cook about it, 
and she explained that there were ghosts in the croft, 
three in fact. One little girl that liked to play pranks, 
one weeping woman, and one malicious man with a 
hate for the living. 



When I was 1 1 years old, I woke up one night and 
saw a man standing in my room, opening and clos- 
ing my dresser drawers. He was tall, pale, and shiny, 
but he looked corporeal-not translucent or ghostly or 
anything. I couldn't move at all, but I pissed myself 
instantly. I shut my eyes as tight as I could, but when 
I opened them, he was still there, opening and clos- 
ing drawers. I kept my eyes closed for a long time, and 
finally, after what seemed like hours, he was gone. O 



Whenever somebody dies in my father's side of 
the family, a crow comes to him in his dreams and 
squawks the person's name. It happened the first time 
to him as a 6 year old when his dad died, and then 
ever since. Once every couple years he gets up in the 
morning, says "The crow came again", takes the day 
off work, and just waits for the call. I haven't seen him 
be wrong yet. 

HALVAREZ101 



I was playing videogames late one night in my 
room. I put down the controller and went to open the 
door, however the doorknob would not turn. Not as if 
it was locked, but as if someone was holding the other 
side. I doubled check to make sure the door was un- 
locked. And really put effort in to opening my door. 
I even said out loud to let go, thinking my dad had 
woken up and was playing a weird joke. No answer 
on the other side. Finally get the door opened. My 
whole family was asleep. Something was holding 
that doorknob on the other side. 

DIE_BY_LAG 





WHAT IS THE WORST REMOVAL YOU'VE EVER 
DONE? 

There are a few factors that can come into play that make 
specific removals worse than others. The weight of the per- 
son, where they are located (bathtub, narrow hallway, open 
fbor, in a noose), does the building have an elevator, how 
many stairs, are there sharp turns, how long the body been 
sitting for, and bugs. 

There were two really bad ones I've done so far, both 
were decomps. Decomp is just short for decomposition or un- 
attended death (aka someone dies and no one finds out for an 
extended time.) 

A really bad one - 1 pulled up to an apartment building 
and all the cops are huddled in the foyer waiting to tell us 
how bad it is. We've already been informed it's a severe de- 
comp and have boots with us. They say were going to need a 
shovel, and they show us pictures on their evidence camera 
before we go up and have to deal with the smell. Luckily, the 
person was small and had a lot of clutter free space around 
them to work. That was about the only good thing. We head- 



ed to the elevator and the smell got worse. (Keep in mind you 
could smell the body from outside the building.) In the hall- 
way, I got nervous because it's the worst smell I've encoun- 
tered so far. For a very brief moment I get a whiff that's so bad 
it makes me want to say I can't do it. 

The body is laying a few feet inside in the middle of the 
living room fbor. The sight is just as bad as the smell. All the 
skin was black (they were white), the pool of blood was de- 
cent in size, and they were minus a face. When I say they had 
no face, I mean it was eaten. What was there was a moving 
ball of maggots. The front of the skull was completely sunk- 
en in with a large gaping hole. The entire body was covered 
in maggots, but mostly concentrated on the face and chest. 
I'm not talking hundreds, I'm talking thousands. They call 
these bodies "hummers" because the sound all those maggots 
make. We get our game plan together quickly, because ob- 
viously standing in there was really testing your ability not 
to throw up. Moving them was difficult because limbs will 
simply tear off in that state. The police actually stayed in the 
room and dealt with the smell to watch us work. Needless to 
say, we packed them up in about 15 minutes and got them 
down to the coroner's. Another bad one was much like this, 
however no bugs - but they weighed almost 400 lbs. 



STRANGEST CONDITION/PLACE A BODY'S COME TO 
YOU IN/FROM? 

There's a pasta factory in the city and one of the workers 
fell head first into one of the huge grinders. Was found with 
only his feet sticking up. 

Another was a wealthy individual who lived in a three- 
story apartment filled with taxidermied large cats (leopard of 
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There used to be a bar called Georgie's across the street from my 
office that had been closed and apparently just left to rot well be- 
fore I >tarted working here, and as such I had never seen the in- 
side of it. All that I knew about it was what I could gather walk- 
ing past the front windows ever> morning as I got off the bus. 
There were signs and ftyers taped to the window nr e any 
bar: Coors drafts were fifty cents on Tuesdays, Wednesday was 
ladies night, and they required ID from all patrons. Behind the 
hastily taped up sigr 3, the windows were all covered in aging 
brown butcher paper like many similar boarded up estab 1 ' sh- 
ments, so the signs truly were the depth of my knowledge. 

I work really late hours pretty regularly. My company ana- 
lyzes data for large institutions and most of our clients require 
guarantees and agreements in place to turn around any work 
we receive in 48 hours or less. My part of this is the last step in 
a rather complicated (if not admittedly boring) process and as 
such, my schedule is generally the most affected by any kinks in 
the system. As a result of my fucked up work schedule, I found 
myself running into the building custodian doing his nightly 
rounds with a certain bit of regularity. He'd come in somewhere 
around 7-8PM every night, mutter to himself, pull bags out of 
all of the trash baskets around me, tie them off, leave them in 
the hall by the doors, and go about his routine. It was pretty ob- 
vious by looking at him that he had a few years under his belt, 
as nobody's ever accused anybody who spent their days mired 
in hard labor and poor health decisions of having a deceptively 
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youthful appearance, if you know what I'm saying 

After a few nights of having him and I be the only two 
in the building, he finished off his routine by telling me that I 
should stop in to Georgie's some night. 

Georgie's. The abandoned bar across the street. 

Now, T don't want to com _ ^ as a dick or anything, but my 
first thought was that the custodian was retarded in some vari- 
ety and that he didn't really know what he was talking about. 

With little faith in the custodian's mental abilities, I sort of 
half-heartedly told him that I was reasonably certain that the 
bar in question had been closed for a while, and that I had never 
even seen it open since I started working in that building years 
prior. The custodian seemed a bit put off by this and told me that 
one of his friends owned the building and that he had been try- 
ing to clean it out at night by inviting people to come drink the 
leftover booze for free. I have to admit that I was sort of put off by 
the idea of drinking years-old liquor in a presumably dilapidat- 
ed and abandoned bar, sol politely brushed off the idea. Besides, 
I sensed that there was just something off about a story like that, 
something that just didn't add up about an owner of an aban- 
doned bar cleaning up his property by giving away liquor of 
questionable origin instead of throwing it away, but once again 
I assumed that there might also just be something off about the 
custodian himself in the form of a mental disability, so I ignored 
it and moved on. I went back to work and didn't think any more 
of it. O 
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It was about this same time that I noticed a man who 
would get on the bus at my stop when I went home roughly 
every night. At first I hardly paid attention to him because see- 
ing regular people at a bus stop isn't exactly out of the ordinary. 
After a week of seeing him, though, it occurred to me that it was 
a bit odd to see the same person at my bus stop with any fre- 
quency given the fact that my schedule follows no pattern. I 
might leave at 7:00pm today and 12:30am tomorrow and some- 
thing completely different next week. I stewed on this for a bit, 
but decided not to dwell on it too much, since (as my father al- 
ways told me) you only notice coincidences because they are 
oddly coincidental. 

This series of coincidences did bring my attention to this 
man though, and I couldn't help but notice that he was old and 
more than a bit harsh looking. His eyes were sunken in and his 
skin had the kind of pallor that generally accompanies people 
you don't want to associate with. There was just something in- 
explicably unsettling about him, but he was quiet and kept to 
himself so I just let it pass. 

The custodian began asking me almost nightly about stop- 
ping in to Georgie's for a drink, and I politely shrugged him off 
every time. My personal desire for aging liquor had sadly not 
grown since the last time he asked me. His insistence grew firm- 
er every day, but there was a slight hesitation in his responses 
to my refusal, as if he was straining himself to keep his tone and 
demeanor reasonable. 

One morning I woke up at my apartment to catch the bus 
and found the decrepit old man who I usually see in the eve- 
nings waiting for a bus out of town sitting at the corner of my 
street, not a hundred feet away from my apartment building, 
waiting to catch the same bus as me going in to town. While 
this did creep me out a little I will admit, I tried to rationalize 
it to myself with my usual mantra about coincidences and all 
of that. The bus eventually came and we both got on without 
saying a word. I lost myself in thought as I usually do on buses, 
thinking about my schedule for the day, clients who need to be 
handled, women I wanted to know better, and all of the other 
mindless shit I wander off to while waiting for the bus to get 
into town. Today, however, my pleasant daydream cloud was 
hastily burst when I absent mindedly caught a glance of the old 
man's re fbction in the \ indow. 

He was staring at me from behind. Head slightly crooked 
forward, eyes dead front, teeth just visible through a barely p art- 
ed scowl. Staring at me. 

I was a bit unr ^rved by this but didn't want to make a scene, 
nor did I really know what I would do if I wanted to make a 
scene. He hadn't actually done anything other than sit on the 
bus, and for all I know he was also just lost in thought. Perhaps 
he was just staring off into sp 2 and I happened to be in the 



path between his eyes and the nothing he was staring off into. I 
wasn't about to make any assumptions. 

Eventually we made it into town, and we both got off of 
the bus continuing our habit of not saying a word to each other. 
I went through the rest of my day as if everything was normal. 

I left the office at 9:20pm and the old man was waiting at 
the bus stop. Neither one of us spoke to each other as usual and 
eventually the bus came to pick the two of us up. As the bus was 
coming I made the realization that every time we had gotten on 
to the bus together, we always line up in such a manner that I 
get on before him. I had not been consciously arranging for this 
to happen, and while brie fy considering it, I was certain that 
this happened whether it was just us or if it was a group of peo- 
ple waiting. 

The bus came to a stop and opened the doors. I immediately 
recognized that the old man was intentionally moving slower 
than I was so that he would end up on the bus after I did. I gen- 
erally always sat toward the front, so my best guess is that he 
was trying to position himself to sit behind me. To watch me. 

As I approached the doors to the bus, I quickly fumbled my 
wallet out of my pocket and intentionally dropped it under the 
front tire closest to me. I feigned an apology to the driver and 
said I would just be one minute if she could be so patient. The 
old man first tried to assist, presumably so he could maintain his 
ruse, but I sternly told him that I was capable of handling this 
by myself. This prompted the bus driver, thankfully, to ask the 
old man if he was getting on or not, to which he relented and 
boarc.ed. 

I picked up my wallet and stepped onto the bus. I apolo- 
gized once again to the driver and walked towards the seats. The 
old man had taken the very front seat and so I went a few rows 
back on the opposite side. I looked in the mirror at the front of 
ine bus and saw it: he was staring at me in the mirror. I met his 
eyes dead on and we stared at each other for a good five minutes 
as the bus began driving. I began sweating profusely as I had 
realized that my suspicions of the old man were most probably 
in the ballpark of truth and that none of the "coincidences" I had 



noticed lately were actually coincidences. 

After about ten minutes he finally broke his gaze and turned 
around. He looked me straight on, and in an angry tone asked 
me a question: 

"Why don't you ever go to Georgie's?" 

Spooked, I shrugged my shoulders. I had no idea how else 
to react to this. 

We were still inside city limits so I yelled to the bus driver 
to let me off at the next stop. She obliged and I stood up to get off, 
my mind set on catching a taxi to any random hotel far away 
from my house or office. I didn't want to see anybody familiar 
that night or the next morning. I wanted the coincidences to 
give me a break 

As I walked past the old man to get off the bus he hissed at 
me "You would have liked it." I stayed quiet and hurried off the 
bus. The old man stayed on the bus as it started moving again, 
finally granting me peace and quiet. I caught the first cab I could 
hail, stopped at a gas station for my first pack of cigarettes in 
three years, and then continued on to a hotel on the other side 
of town. 

Specifically, I went to one of those nice hotels with proper 
security where you can't even get into the 
elevators without a key. 

I stayed in that hotel for three days, 
not leaving my room, living off of room 
service, calling off of work each day. I was 
at wit's end and I was sure I had lost my 
mental faculties at that point as noth- 
ing seemed to make sense. Eventually I 
checked out of the hotel mid day and took 
a cab to my office. I was relieved to find no 
old man waiting outside the hotel, outside my office, or any- 
where. Perhaps he had finally moved on. 

When I found my boss, he asked me where I had been and 
I made up some bullshit about stomach flu. I figured that if I was 
going crazy, I didn't need to advertise it just yet. He told me that 
they were running behind schedule because of my absence and 
that I needed to jump back in. He started bitching at me about 
my work responsibilities and I was pretty much tuning him out 
at that point until he got to the last point he was trying to ad- 
dress: 

"Stop leaving your fucking garbage bags in the hall every 
night, too, will you?" 

I told him that it was the custodian who did that every 
night, obviously, as I had no interest in staying late to clean the 
office. My boss gave me a weird look and told me there was no 
custodian, no janitor, no cleaning staff, and that the bags were 
only ever found in the hall closest to where I work. It was obvi- 



ous that it was my garbage, and he want- 
ed me co just knock it off and move on. I 
restated my position about the custodian 
that I had nightly conversations with, 
and my boss' weird look instantly became 

more troubled. It took the police twenty three minute r : to arrive 

at the office. 

I told the police everything. The janitor, the old man, Geor- 
gie's, all of it. Within hours the neighborhood was fboded with 
cops and they eventually received the authorization and man- 
power to break down the door to Georgie's. As the cops who bore 
first hand witness told the story to reporters, the smell of death 
was overpowering as the glass door shattered. The scene they 
walked into was both macabre and surreal. There were four 
bodies crudely stitched together from the parts of other bod- 
ies, as if somebody took four sets of heads, four sets of legs, four 
sets of arms and four torsos, and mixed them up into random 
configurations. 

The set, however, was missing pieces. One body had no 
arms, one body had no legs, one body had no head, and finally 
there was simply a pile of pieces with no torso to attach to. 

Macabre, surreal, and fortunately incomplete. O 
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My grandparents live in a woodsy, out-of-the-way place where the roads are still made 
of dirt. We go up there for Christmas and Thanksgiving and sometimes in the summer. They 
live in a trailer home, but it's one of those nice ones that looks almost like a house and has 
five rooms. There is a large porch my grandpa built out front with steps leading to the ground. 

One summer night I was watching Pulp Fiction in my aunt's room with my mom and 
cousin. My mom wanted me to make her iced tea, and my cousin, who was 21 at the time, 
wanted to make nachos. So we both left to the kitchen. 

The grandparents were asleep at the far side of the trailer and all the lights were off, except 
the porch light. That was our only light and we went into the kitchen. I was pouring iced 
tea when my cousin finished his nachos and 



left the room to go back to the bedroom. As I 
finished, I turned around to see my cousin run- 
ning back, his face freaked out. 

He ran in and grabbed the biggest knife he 
could find, setting his plate down. I flpped out 
and followed him, asking him what it was. 

"There's something crawling up the porch 
steps," he said, his voice quivering. My cous- 




in is a big man, not only tall, but sturdy and 

broad-shouldered, with a large red beard and a huge tattoo on his forearm. He gets drunk and 
fights random people at parties, so it takes a lot to get him scared. 

We got to the little bay window that overlooked the porch and I nearly had a heart attack. 

A dark figure, like that of a man with broad shoulders, was slinking up the steps. He was 
on all fours, his face a blank slate, featureless. You could just see indentation where the eyes 
and mouth would be. His edges were kind of fuzzy, like a picture that was taken blurry, al- 
most blending into the background. I couldn't make out clothes, just an endless sleek black 
form. He was bald, and his head was spazzing out. Literally, it was twitching and kind of 
pulsating like jello. He slowly was creeping up the steps. He climbed to the top step (the fifth 
one) and stopped moving all together. 

My cousin and I stood in shock. The living room we were in was almost pitch black and 
the figure was illumined by the porch light's glow. 

"You see it?" He whispered. 

"I see," I said. 

The crouching figure extended a hand across the entrance to the porch but jerked back- 
ward and crab-walked down the steps, disappearing into the woods. It took less than 10 sec- 
onds for it to disappear; so quick we almost thought it never happened. 
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Back in the late '80s, I worked for a U.S. Depart- 
ment of Energy laboratory in the American South- 
west. A set of sprawling cities-within-cities, the DOE 
lab complex employs thousands of people, with work 
ranging from computer science, physics, and chem- 
istry, all the way to important infrastructure jobs like 
construction or security. I worked on mainframes at 
the time. 

Like any secure government facility, this partic- 
ular complex had a set of colorful local legends that 
over-dramatized the "mysterious" work we performed. 
People were convinced that the labs held evidence 
that aliens had visited us in the '50s, or that we'd de- 
veloped a neutron bomb capable of wiping out cities 
without destroying any buildings, or that we were 
sitting on cold fusion technology, but were keeping it 
a secret to protect the interests of big oil. These are all 
completely false. In reality, the labs were run much 
like any other company - we had timecards, deadlines, 
department meetings, and boss's day lunches, just like 
everybody else. Despite (or perhaps because of) the re- 
ality of mundane lab work, staff often got a kick out 
of perpetuating these myths. While on a lunch break, 
I was once asked if I'd ever been to the fying saucer 
hanger. "Which one?" I replied, "We've got our own 
feet." 

More interesting, and often much more dark, 
were the stories that circulated between scientists and 
lab staff within the walls of the complex. One such ru- 
mor posited that physicists had brie fy made contact 
with humans from the distant future, and that the 
transmission was I.B.D.: "Interesting, But Disturbing." 
Another popular rumor held that we'd created a bio- 
logical agent so virulent that the labs had been forced 
to quarantine an entire building, raze it to the ground, 
and bury the rubble in the desert, along with its de- 
ceased inhabitants. My favorite story: Button Head is 
watching you. 



In those days, the halls of every building were 
plastered with information security awareness post- 
ers, usually featuring a red-faced villain wearing a 
trench coat. Beware of your Adversary - protect your 
secrets! The enemy is always watching! Always dis- 
pose of sensitive documents in a burn bag! It's likely 
that Button Head was a mishmash of popular alien 
myths and the pervasive atmosphere of cold war para- 
noia, and embodied the idea of an "insider threat." The 
Button Head legend went something like this: 

When working late at night, be on the watch for 
Button Head, who prowls the laboratory halls after 
sundown. He can only get you when you're alone. He 
doesn't have a mouth to speak or ears to hear, but his 
eyes do more than see, and he's always watching. 

According to witnesses, Button Head looked like 
a person from far away, but had a featureless, roundish 
head, with a pair of deep holes in the center of his face. 
Nobody ever said what Button Head was watching for 
or what he would do if he ever caught you alone. It 
was typically the older lab veterans who would bring 
up Button Head, along with hushed stories about the 
mysterious disappearance of several night-owl em- 
ployees over the years. 

During a retirement party, I'd jokingly asked the 
guest of honor if he'd ever seen Button Head. 

"I saw it once, in one of the old warehouses way 
south of the tech area," he replied, cracking a forced 
smile. "I remember the smell, most of all." 

"So is he an alien, or just a regular old ghost?" 

The smile quickly drained away. He paused, look- 
ing like he might confess something important, but 
stopped short of it, muttering: "...no, it's much worse 
than that." 

A few months later, I was pulling a late night in 
one of our mainframe rooms, performing some main- 
tenance work with a coworker, a contractor named 
Gary. Gary, a bald, pudgy, diabetic Mormon, was a 
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salt-of-the-Earth type with an easygoing demeanor. 
He had an "abbreviated" sense of humor, but didn't 
have a mean bone in his body, and was a good col- 
league. The mainframe room was in the largest single- 
story building in the complex, with around twenty 
crisscrossing halls that seemed to stretch on to infin- 
ity. After working hours, most of these halls would 
fall pitch dark. Hall D, our mainframe hall, was still lit, 
but every other hall was a catacomb tunnel, with only 
the faint glow of the occasional vending machine to 
illuminate the faraway corners of the building. The 
mainframe computer room itself was large, but was 
stuffed with IBM System/370s and noisy, fridge-sized 
cooling units. It wasn't Feng shui or anything, but we 
loved playing around with computers so much that 
we didn't mind. 

At around 9 or 10 that night, Gary left the room for 
a bio break, leaving me alone at my terminal. 30 min- 
utes later the lights flckered off. This was a frequent 
occurrence in the aging building, which was why we 
armed ourselves with fashlights for the late shifts. 
I noticed that Gary hadn't returned from the men's 
room, and as I felt the call of nature myself, I grabbed 
my EverReady and headed out the door to check 
things out. That's when I first noticed the smell. I tell 
folks that it smelled like "Mint gum and roach poison," 
but there was an indescribable and subtle sickness to 
it; I've never smelled anything like it since. It was the 
scent of something horribly unclean and unnatural 
combined with a potent, artificial sweetness. 

I left mainframe room and hurried toward the 
men's room, which was two darkened hallways over. 
I made it five paces when I saw him, or it, or what- 
ever it was; standing in front of the exit doors at the 
far end of Hall D was what looked like a man wear- 
ing a gray jumpsuit. Both it and I remained motionless 
as I trained my light down the hall. Seconds later, it 
broke into a speed walk straight for me. It was still a 



few hundred feet away, but I could tell something was 
clearly wrong by the way it walked - it had an impos- 
sibly fast gait, like people from old newsreel clips - and 
by its head, which looked like an enlarged, lumpy orb. 
When its face came into view, I sprinted back into the 
mainframe room, which thankfully had a mechanical 
pushbutton lock 

The face was utterly unrecognizable. It was just a 
scattered set of abscesses and holes. 

After slamming the door shut and backing toward 
the desks, a figure appeared in the small frosted safety 
window. It was quiet for a moment, and then it spoke: 

"It's Gary. Let me in. I just saw something." 

I couldn't hear it perfectly over the drone of the 
fans, but something wasn't right about the voice. It 
sounded like Gary, but as if he were leading some sort 
of spoken word chant with dozens of other voices. 
It instantly dawned on me that Gary knew the lock 
combination. I was paralyzed with fear, and didn't 
respond. At this point, the smell was so strong that it 
almost hurt to breathe. It spoke again: 

"It's Gary. Let me in. I just saw something." 

It sounded like an identical recording of what I'd 
heard seconds ago. My heart sunk when I realized that 
there weren't any other exits to the room. I backed up 
toward the machines, quietly hoping that the thing 
would go away and that the lights would come back 
on. A deep buzzing sound came from the other side of 
the door, followed by more words from the thing in 
the hall: 

"Hello? Honey?" 

The voice had the muf fed pitch of a telephone re- 
ceiver, but it was clearly my wife. It sounded like she 
was at home. 

"Hon, is that you? Is everything ok?" 

I was in a state of confusion, despair, and shock I 
summoned the courage to approach the door, aiming 
my light through the window. "The police have been 





notified," I yelled. This was impossible, as the main- 
frame room wasn't technically office space, and thus 
had no phone. I heard something that sounded like 
liquid being pulled up through a novelty straw, and 
then a splattering sound. A thick, white fluid slowly 
spilled out onto the vinyl tile from underneath the 
door. 

The smell was nearly unbearable. I began yell- 
ing for help. I could hear the thing fumbling with the 
pushbutton lock. The splattering continued, and the 
dense, white syrup kept pouring in from beneath the 
door. I remember retreating to the back corner of the 
mainframe room, and then nothing else. 

Hours later, a pair of MPs found me curled up in 
a ball and sopping wet in the rear corner of the main- 
frame room. My wife, who had received a call at 10:30 
from someone she believed to be me, called the base 
police at midnight after I didn't return home. The 
guards didn't find any sign of forced entry, and there 
was no sign of Gary, or the white liquid. The next 
morning, my manager told me that Gary had termi- 
nated his contract earlier that week, and wasn't even 
scheduled to come in that day. I never saw him again. 
My wife and I moved to California a month later. 

Even though I work from home these days, my 
pulse still quickens when I walk down a darkened 
hallway. What stays with me the most is that strange, 
awful smell; it's probably just my brain playing tricks, 
but I swear it still wafts in through my windows 
some nights. O 
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THE DREAM THAT 
SAVED MY LIFE 

I SUBMITTED BY ECAFYELIMS 



In my dream, I was on the top of 
the scaffold, and I saw my step father 
(who worked as a mason with me) 
cleaning the scaffold with his trowel. 
This is unusual because scaffolds get 
dirty sometimes, but it doesn't much 
matter, and you certainly don't dam- 
age a valuable trowel to clean it. 

I saw two men fighting, and one 
pushed the other the edge where a 
pile of bricks waited below. This was 
also unusual, because the scaffold is 
generally protected by a steel cross- 
beam and 2x4 boards. The only time 
they are removed is to land materials 
using a boom-crane, but then the pro- 
tection is soon placed back on. 

The strangest part was as I 
watched this man fall to his death, he 
looked at me with indifference. As he 
fell, he knew he was going to die, and 
he used his last moments of life to look 
at me. He didn't look scared, or afraid, 
or at peace, he just looked at me casu- 
ally like I was an acquaintance pass- 
ing him on the sidewalk. My dream 
ends. 

I rarely have dreams I remember 
past my feet hitting the floor, but this 
stayed with me, especially the man 
looking at me. I told my mom and step 



dad about it, and they both took it as a 
premonition that my step dad was go- 
ing to die, but I dismissed it and forgot 
about it by the next day. 

Two weeks later, I'm on the ground 
about to climb the scaffold, and I see 
two guys fighting. Hmm, I thought, 
that's a funny coincidence. I stopped 
the fight, went back to work, and 
climbed the scaffold four stories up 
where the masons were continuing the 
brick wall. 

Once I get to the top of the ladder, 
I see a pallet of bricks being unloaded 
by a new guy who was hired that day, 
along with his brother. 

Past him, on the opposite side of 
the scaffold, I saw my step dad cleaning 
his trowel off on the scaffold. It looked 
just like in my dream, only the other 
way around. 

That's weird, I thought. I can't be- 
lieve I didn't realize that in my dream 
that he was cleaning his trowel and not 
the scaffold. I must have seen it before 
and put it in my dream subconsciously. 
That explains it. 

As a laborer, it's one of my jobs to make 
sure the masons have cement, so I filled 
two five-gallon buckets full and went to 
carry them past the new guy to my step 



dad and other masons to give them mud. 

As I walked by the new guy un- 
loading bricks, I looked down the scaf- 
fold to the ground, and below me is a 
pile of bricks. Walking past the pile 
of bricks is the new guy's brother. He 
looks up at me casually, and I instantly 
recognize him as the man that fell in 
my dream. 

Immediately I realize I have my 
hands filled with 80 pounds of mud, 
walking behind an inexperienced la- 
borer, next to a section of scaffold that 
isn't protected because the brick mate- 
rials were just landed. I was the one to 
die. 

I dropped the mud buckets just 
as the new guy stood up and backed 
into me, knocking me off the scaffold. 
I managed to just barely grab onto the 
side of the scaffold and caught myself. I 
climbed back on and took a deep breath 
of relief. 

The man that almost killed me says 
"Sorry," looks down, and then, "Wow, 
that could have been bad." He almost 
got thrown down to his brother. 

I know for a fact that I would have 
died if I didn't have that dream. I don't 
believe in premonitions, but it's an aw- 
ful lot of coincidences. O 



FORECLOSURE 



SUBMITTED BY JOBTHREADTHROWAWAY 



I work at a real estate office where we primarily sell 
houses, which have been foreclosed on by lenders. We aren't 
involved in the actual foreclosures or evictions - anonymous 
lawyers in the cloud somewhere are tasked with that paper- 
work We are the boots on the ground who interact with the 
actual walls, roofs, and occasional bomb threat. 

When the lender forecloses or is thinking of foreclosing 
on a property, one of the first things that happens is they will 
send somebody out to see if there is actually a house there or if 
there is anybody living there who needs to be evicted. 
Lawyers are expensive, so they send a real estate 
agent or a property preservation company 
out to check first. 

There is the occasional discovery 
of fraud, where there was never a 
house on the parcel to begin with, 
but such instances are rare. Some- 
times this initial visit results in 
discovering a house that has 
burned down, demolished, 
abandoned, or occupied by 
somebody who has absolutely 
no connection with the home- 
owner. Sometimes the houses 
are discovered to be crack dens 
or meth labs, sometimes they are 
sites of cock or dog fighting opera- 
tions, or you might even find a back 
yard filled with a pot cultivation that 
can't be traced back to anybody because it 
was planted in yet another vacant house in a 
blighted neighborhood. 

The house could be worth less than zero, blighted to the 
point where you can't even give it away (this is a literal state- 
ment, I have tried to give away many houses or even vacant 
lots with no takers over the years) or it could be a waterfront 
mansion in a gated golf community worth well over seven fig- 
ures that does not include the number "one". Sometimes they 
are found to have been seized by the I RS, the local tax authority, 
the DEA or the US Marshal. Variety is the rule. The end results 




are the law.If the house is occupied my job is to make contact and 
determine who they are. There are laws that establish what hap- 
pens to a borrower as opposed to a tenant and the service mem 
ber relief act adds an additional set of questions that must be 
answered. Some of the people have an idea of why I am there. 
Some claim they never knew they were foreclosed on, or they 
tell me they have worked something out with their lender. 
Some won't tell me a thing and some threaten me to never re- 
turn in the name of the police, their lawyer, or the occasional 
"or else/if I were you." During one initial visit, the sight 
of 50-60 motorcycles parked on the lawn suggest- 
ed that we try again the next day. At anoth- 
er, the police had cordoned off the area 
and were in the process of searching 
the lake for the body of a depressed 
homeowner. 

If nobody is home I have to 
determine if they are at work on 
vacation, in the army, winter- 
ing/summering at their other 
home, in jail, in a nursing home, 
dead, or if they have moved 
away. It isn't easy. Utilities can 
be left on for months. Neigh- 
bors can be staging the yard and 
house to appear occupied to pre- 
vent blight in their neighborhood. 
By the same token, people will stop 
cutting the lawn for months, let trash 
and old phone books pile up on their porch, 
lose gas and electric service and still continue to 
live in properties that are not only physically unsafe 
to approach, but are so filthy that when it comes time to clean 
them, the crews have to wear hazmat suits. One house had a 
gallon pickle jar filled with dead roaches on the porch - some- 
body lived in that house and thought it was a logical thing to 
do. People like me are tasked with first contact. 

Evictions are expensive and time-consuming. Ultimately, 
once the process gets that far, there isn't much that can be done 
to prevent it. If you didn't pay your mortgage, the lender gets 
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the house back. There are an infinite number of reasons why 
a mortgage couldn't be paid, some are more sympathetic than 
others, but in the end you will be leaving the property willing- 
ly or not. The lawyers handle the evictions; they churn through 
the paperwork in the background, ten thousand properties at a 
time. They function based on templates, personal experience 
with the various judges, and intimate knowledge of the fed- 
eral, state and municipal laws. 

As a business decision, many lenders have determined 
that it is cheaper to settle with the occupants; instead of going 
through the formal eviction they will offer cash. In exchange 
for surrendering a property in reasonably clean condition with 
the furnace still hooked up, the kitchen not stripped, and the 
basement not intentionally fboded, the lender will cut the oc- 
cupants a check. It costs much less than an eviction, provides 
reasonable hope that the plumbing won't freeze, and can take 
a fraction of the time to obtain possession. This is where the 
personal element becomes real. 

When I make first contact and explain the lender is offer- 
ing them money to leave, sometimes they tell me they haven't 
slept for months, knowing that something was going to hap- 
pen, but never knowing if tomorrow was the day that some- 
body kicked in their door and threw their kids out on the lawn. 
Their lenders won't tell them anything, they have nothing 
to go on but horror stories from other people that they never 
knew. It never occurs to them that they should call an attorney 
and ask about what was going on. I am often the first person to 
discuss their situation that isn't a debt collector - you can hear the 
release of a massive weight in their voice.Or, they can get angry 
and defensive, tell me that they were never foreclosed on, tell me 
that I am trespassing and owe them $5,000 in "land use fees" for 
"using" their properly as I walk to the front door. They threaten to 
sue, they threaten to call the cops, and they say I should look un- 
der my car before I start it from now on. They send letters written 
in various forms of English, one time scribed in crayon, detailing 
their rights and how I am violating some maritime treaty from 
the 1700's. 

In my travels I have learned that if you copyright your 
name you can't be named in any kind of legal action, if you 
never write down your zip code then you aren't a resident of 
the United States, and that if I tell somebody that their lender is 
offering them money to vacate while leaving the staircase (yes, 
these get stolen) and driveway (yes, these get stolen) in place - 
then I am guilty of slave trading under some United Nations 
something or other. For those who reject the deal, nothing 
changes. They don't lose any rights and it isn't counted against 
them in any way, neither the lawyers nor the courts care, be- 
cause the lenders don't have to offer anything, the eviction 
process continues. I listen to the stories about why they can't or 



won't take the deal. They can't afford anything else. They don't 
have anywhere else to go. They want to make the eviction as ex- 
pensive as possible. They're going to get "a big settlement" from 
some vague lawsuit any day now. They want their kids to finish 
out the school year. They intend to take the furnace as soon as 
they find a new house. I get all kinds of different reasons. Some 
are heartbreaking, others not so much. 

For those who do take the deal, at the appointed date and 
time I will meet them at their former home. I walk the yard 
and enter every room. I open every drawer and cupboard mak- 
ing sure the house is clean and doesn't have old engines, toxic 
chemicals, or dead dogs lingering anywhere. Sometimes the 
kids are there, maybe waiting in the car, maybe not. I see the 
marks on the wall showing how the kids grew over the years. I 
see the anguished poetry scribbled on the wall by stoned teen- 
agers and the occasional hole punched in the wall. One woman 
handed me the key to her reinforced bedroom door - during the 
divorce her now ex-husband was still living in the house, so she 
had to barricade herself in at night. Another said, "right there is 
where I found my son, he couldn't handle losing the house". 

Sometimes they don't want the money or to be evicted, 
so they sign a waiver stating that everything left inside can be 
disposed of: hospital beds, oxygen tanks and wheelchairs, hun- 
dreds of boxes of shoes, a mannequin, a 2nd grader's homework 
portfolio, a wedding album filled with pictures with one person 
torn out, get rich quick "business plans," 40 years worth of draft- 
ing documents. To the lenders and the lawyers, these things 
don't exist, they close the file and order a trashout. Sometimes I 
linger as I check the basement for mold and lead. I am the final 
period on so many significant chapters. To most other people it is 
just part of the job, but in so many other universes this is where I 
ended up. There is no difference between myself and these peo- 
ple other than the intangible twists of experience. 

And so I listen. I feign dispassion but I'm not fooling any- 
body. Somehow they can tell that I care and thank me even as 
they admit that it isn't my fault, that it isn't my responsibility 
to listen. I've stood inside another's dream for an hour as they 
spoke, not really to be heard but to say goodbye - to leave the 
ghosts behind. 

They go to the car and return with the garage door openers The 
keys are peeled from a ring. They thank me. Sometimes they cry. 
And they're gone. 

I wait for their car to vanish before I put up the sign. To most 
everybody else it is just another house on just another block in 
just another city in just another financial catastrophe. But I was 
there. I saw the dream end. 

I don't make them turn out the lights one last time as 
they leave. 

That's my job. O 
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ALL DONE IN CAMERA, ON FILM. 
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/R/TODAYILEARNED 



TIL that the entire GoldenEye 007 game 
on N64 is only 12 MB. 

-FREDWAMPY 

TIL that the reddiquette explicitely says 
that redditors shouldn't "correct oth- 
ers' grammar and spelling" because "it 
doesn't add to the conversation." 

-INSTANT_STREET 

TIL Clint Eastwood ran for mayor of 
Carmel, CA to overturn a ban on ice 
cream parlors. He won. 

-FJOSNISSE 

TIL that Thai cops had to wear a pink 
Hello Kitty armband over their uni- 
forms if they broke the law or the rules 
of duty. 

- CACTUSCATCACTUS 

TIL that the time traveling machine in 
Back to the Future was originally sup- 
posed to be a refrigerator, but director 
Robert Zemeckis feared that children 
would climb into their home fridges 
and suffocate themselves, so they went 
with the DeLorean instead. 

- MIKEKALIL 



TIL Lauren Bush married Ralph Lau- 
ren's son and her name is now Lauren 
Lauren. 

- AWOLFF 

TIL Kevin Spacey refused top billing for 
Seven to avoid giving away the killer's 
identity in the opening credits. 

- Y_U_NO_F_OFF 

TIL that dolphins can identify with hu- 
mans by checking our skeleton struc- 
ture through their sonar; and often help 
shipwreck victims stay a fbat and fight 
off sharks, because as a mammal, they 
can understand drowning. 

- ALREADYTAKENUSERNAME 

TIL the US printed special money for 
Hawaii during WWII to be deemed in- 
valid in case of a Japanese invasion. 

- TIMPKMN89 

TIL that even the KKK have distanced 
themselves from the Westboro Baptist 
Church, referring to them as "hatemon- 
gers." 

-JOHNBLAX 
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